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inkstand, and with very evident caution place it out of danger of a fall. Be sure you take your time, there are places where deliberation is as effective as ever rush and hurry can be. Then with your cheek upon your hand, or your chin on your clasped hands — any attitude you fancy will do — look at me good and long, and then speak your line. Have you thought yet how to deliver it?"
"Well," I answered, hesitatingly, "to call you a fool in a colloquial tone would make people laugh, I think, and — and the words don't fit a declamatory style. I should think a rather low tone of sneering contempt would be best," and he shouted loudly: " You've hit it square on the head! Now let's see you do it to-night. Don't look so frightened, my girl, only take your time, don't hurry. I've got to stand there till you speak; if you take all night. Be deliberate; you see, you have played all the rest so fiercely fast, the contrast will tell."
The night came. Cornered, check-mated, I slowly signed the paper, wiped the pen, closed the inkstand, and set it aside. He stood like a statue. The silence reached the house. I stretched out my arms and rested my crossed hands lightly on the table. I met his glance a moment, then, with a curling lip, let my eyes sweep slowly down length of body to boot-tip and back again, rose slowly, made a little " pouf " with lips and wave of hand, and contemptuously drawled: " My friend, you are a fool!" while, swift and sharp, came the applause Mr. Davenport at least had anticipated. The act ended almost immediately, and I hurried to him, crying: " Oh, thank you so much, Mr. Davenport. I never, never could have found applause in a speech like that."
" Ah, it was the business, child, not the speech. Always try to find good business."
" Suit the action to the word? " I'laughed.
" Yes," he answered, " and remember, Miss, actions speak louder than words, too! But, my dear, it's a comfort to teach you anything; and when I saw you trying